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Sacred Heart Statue 


This statue, ornate in appearance, has a receptacle at the base for 
a Vigil Light Glass, which makes it convenient and attractive for home 
devotions. One statue (13 inches in height), one Ruby Glass; and one 
dozen Vigil Lights will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of $2.50. 


wz Please Order From: 


WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO., Inc. 
162 N. Franklin Street, Chicago, Ill. 








Christmas Manger Set 


HIS beautiful Crib will bring the true spirit 
of Christmas into your home. It is made 
of heavy, durable cardboard, printed in full color 
process with glossy finish. When displayed, the 
Crib is 27 inches wide; height of stable and star 
is 12 inches. Set includes 17 pieces, packed in 
colorful box. Price: $1.50 each, plus 15¢ for 
postage. In lots of 6, $1.25 each. 
ORDER FROM: 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration 
Clyde, Missouri 


Church Fabrics 
Cloth of Gold Gold Brocades 
Silk Damask Brocades 
Woven Emblems and Satin Orphreys to Match 
Immediate deliveries 
All liturgically correct as to design and color. 
Thomas A. Blake 
“House of Ecclesiastical Materials” 
366 Fifth Avenue, New York 1, N. Y. 











Pavernacle and Purgatory 


Printed and published monthly in English and in German by the 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri, under the 
supervision of a Benedigtine Father. 

Subscription Pricé> $1.00 per year, or $2.00 for three years. 
Foreign countries: $1.25 per year, or $2.50 for three years. 

Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office _ 
at Clyde, Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1897. Ac- 
ceptance for mailing at special fate of. postage provided for in section 
1108, Act of October 3, 1917, authorized July 17, 1918. 





(i, December Premiums | 


Suitable for Christmas Gifts f 


Reet 


Select your premium from the following groups: — 


For ONE Subscription ( 
Christmas Pictures — Selection of Christmas pictures in prayer book ; 
size with prayer on reverse. OR: 
Booklet — ‘‘Mary, Mother of God” OR “Devotions to the Holy Infant 


Jesus.”” OR: 
Mt. Carmel] Scapular — Handstitched, brown scapular. 


For TWO Subscriptions 


Chaplet of the Infant Jesus of Prague — White Job’s tear beads, with 
explanatory leaflet. OR: 

Beautiful Likeness of Pope Pius XII — Lithographed in contrasting 
colors and mounted on a colored background. OR: 

“Mother Most Amiable”’ — Sepia picture of Mary as a Queen seated 
on a throne, holding the Infant Jesus. 9 x 14 in. 


gk or THREE Subscriptions 


“Jesus in the ae of Little Children’ — An ideal child’s prayer 
book. Rose or blue cloth. OR: 
Fivefold Scapular — Set of five handstitched scapulars. 


For FOUR Subscriptions 


“Angel Gabriel at the Crib’’ — Sepia picture of Mary kneeling at the 
crib and reverently showing her Babe to the adoring gaze of 
Gabriel. 20 in. wide by 16 in. long. OR: 

One Free Subscription to ‘“‘Tabernacle and Purgatory.” 


For FIVE Subscriptions ¢ 


Statue of St. Jude — Cream-colored, composition statue, 6 in. high. OR: 
Sacred Heart Library — Set of 7 attractive, devotional booklets on the 
Sacred Heart. 





For TEN Subscriptions 
Christmas Crib — See description on opposite cover. 
“My Daily Contemplation’ — A precious manual showing how to con- 
vert each moment of the day into prayer and contemplation. 325 
pages. English or Polish. a 





NOTE: Those who avail themselves of the reduced rate of 3 years 
for $2.00 are entitled to only ONE premium offered for one 
subscription. Please mention premium desired. . é 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Hail Mary, Virgin Immaculate! 
Like the rose and lily blooming, sweetly heaven and earth perfuming, 
Spotless in thy purity, queenly beauty graces thee! 

















Rascal and Purgatory 





A monthly periodical devoted to the Most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation 
of the Poor Souls. Price, $1.00; Canada, $1.25. 
Published with ecclesiastical approbation and with the Blessing of Pope Pius XII. 





Vol. 40 December, 1944 No. 8 





Our Mother's Hew Wear Message 


a 


ITH the seriousness of a sage and the confidence of a saint, 
our Holy Mother, the Church, on the first Sunday of Ad- 
vent crosses the threshold of her new liturgical year. This 
change of season reminds her of the end of time, and in the 
mists of the future she visualizes the signs of the end of the 
world. She beholds in anticipation the darkening sun and 

the blood-red disc of the moon; the sinister rushing of the waves and 
the roar of floods beats on her ears; already she hears the terrified cries 
of the frightened multitude. 

Nor is the picture of destruction and terror which she puts before 
our eyes a vain phantasy. Our Mother the Church is not an idle dream- 
er. With these soul-stirring warnings she bids us think seriously of 
the terrible day of Judgment and of the irrevocable sentence of Christ 
when He shall sit as Judge on a high and exalted throne and we shall 
be presented to Him individually to give an account of our life. 

St. Basil, in an impressive description of the Last Judgment, pictures 
all creation standing before the stern Judge and trembling at the sight 
of His glory, and he bids all in time of temptation to recall as a salutary 
aid the horrors of that day. Then, he says, terrible and shapeless spirits 
of dark countenance, with fiery eyes and fiery breath, will surround 
him who in life has done much evil. Then will yawn before the ‘wicked 
a deep abyss, of impenetrable darkness; a consuming fire without ra- 
diance, which indeed burns but is void of light. Then will the damned 
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be given up to the poisonous brood of worms, which eat insatiably, 
and cause unbearable pains by their gnawing. Then will they suffer 
what is harder than all martyrdoms — the eternal shame! Finally, as 
the mouthpiece of Holy Mother Church, he exhorts: “These things 
fear, and taught by these fears, hold your soul as with a bridle from 
all evil desires.” 

So it is that Holy Church, tenderly solicitous Mother that she is, 
exhorts and admonishes her children, at the beginning of Advent, the 
opening of the new liturgical year, to prepare now that they may be 
worthy to meet the Lord at His second Advent. It is not to frighten us 
that she presents to our eyes this terrible thought of the Last Judgment, 
but to stir our wills to a deeper earnestness and a more serious prepara- 
tion for this certain event. But if she presents to our mind the horrors 
cf the final catastrophe, she does not leave in our thoughts this fearful 
picture without giving us at the same time a motive for hope. Even if 
the “powers of heaven are shaken” and all earthly hope has failed, she 
bids us turn confidently to the “Eternal Sun.” Upon light clouds of 
the morning she sees Christ our Lord coming with power and majesty, 
and above the chaos of the perishing world resounds her great cry of 
salvation: “Look up and lift up your hearts... your redemption is at 
hand!” 

By the voice of St. Paul in the Epistle, she bids us cast off sin 
and be ready for the Savior. “It is now the hour for us to rise from 
sleep, because now our salvation is nearer than when we came to be- 
lieve. The night is far advanced; the day is at hand. Let us, therefore, 
lay aside the works of darkness, and put on the armor of light. Let 
us walk becomingly as in the day, not in revelry and drunkenness, not 
in debauchery and wantonness, not in strife and jealousy. But put on 
the Lord Jesus Christ, and as for the flesh, take no thought for its 
lusts” (Rom. xiii. 11-14). By the fervid expressions of the Prophets 
and her own tearful supplications, she teaches her children to long for 
Christ’s coming with joy and gratitude, not only in His birth at Christ- 
mas, for which she prepares in a special way at this season, but also 
in His final coming as Judge. She would make each one impatient, 
even as she herself is; and by her unceasing urging to bring forth the 
fruits of a virtuous life in prayer, penance and good works, with 
patience and perseverance, she makes the soul worthy to “share the 
lot of the saints in light... in the Kingdom of His beloved Son” 
(Col. i. 12-14). 

So then, whether you are near or far from the last world catas- 
trophe, today at the beginning of the ecclesiastical year and the time 
of Advent, raise up your soul. With all your cares and worries, raise 
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your eyes to the Redeemer, the only Messiah and Savior. He remains 
the only fixed Source of Light about whom all the feasts and festive 
seasons radiate. He is the Center of all the mysteries of religion... 
Go to meet the Eucharistic Savior early in the morning. Await Him 
with true Advent longing. With your eyes fixed upon Him, bring the 
sacrifices which your state of life demands each day. In union with 
Holy Church, send forth to Him the cry: “Stir up, we beseech Thee, 
O Lord, Thy power and come: that from the threatening dangers of 
our sins we may attain by Thy protection to be delivered, and by 
Thy deliverance to be saved.” (Collect of the Mass for the First 
Sunday of Advent.) 

Trusting in your Redeemer, you will not be confounded even if 
nations and kingdoms crash and fall. May He, the world’s only Savior, 
in the course of the feasts of the year, reveal Himself to you more and 
more and show you His paths which lead out of the confusion of the 
present world to the only true and lasting happiness of heaven. 


Rete 


An Advent Reverie 
tb 


IKE a silver ring encircling a green hillside, I see, in spirit, 
the little town of Nazareth lying high above the plains of 
Esdrelon. Lit up by the sunshine, its white walls gleam be- 

side the tall ever-green cypresses and the dark fig trees. As Galilee’s 
“city of flowers,” Nazareth is rich in fragrant blossoms. But more 
beautiful than the’ flowers of garden and field is the lovely Miriam,” 
the child of grace of Galilee. It seems as if long since the Eternal 
Himself had descended into her little home on the slope, and a blissful, 
unspeakable mystery had filled the quiet rooms of the house. 

Never was there a child of man so privileged by heaven; never 
was there a creature so one with God and so radiant with happiness, 
so pure and majestic, as is this Miriam in Nazareth. God in His in- 
finite goodness has lavished on her His greatest favors, and the fertile 
soil of her soul has daily brought forth lovely fruits of virtue and 
sanctity. But the most glorious of all these is yet to be made manifest 
in Bethlehem, the city of David, when the Incarnate God shall appear 
on earth as the Fruit of her spotless womb. Closely she has guarded 
the mystery that in her stainless bosom rests the Word-made-Flesh, 
who is to come as the promised Messiah and put an end to the long 
centuries of waiting. Truly, Elizabeth has spoken well: “Blessed art 


*Hebrew form of Mary. 
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thou amongst women!” for of all her wondrous. gifts, her Divine 
Maternity is her most incomparable privilege! God has united Himself 
to humanity in her womb, intimately, inseparably and forever! And 
as Miriam moves softly about her household tasks, she breathes the 
Eternal’s praises and applies all the powers of her soul to glorifying 
God for the prodigious thing He has done. 


God Came to Mary in Order to Come to Me 


But, oh, the greater wonder of the mystery of the incarnation is 
this: God has united Himself to Mary in order to come and unite 
Himself to ME, to accomplish my salvation and draw from it His own 
glory! O holy Virgin, Mother of God, Holy Church praises thee as 
the model of interior union with God and of heavenly fruitfulness. 
In Holy Communion, I am united with my Savior even as you are, and 
He bestows the fulness of grace also upon my poor soul. The opera- 
tions of God’s grace must bring forth fruit in me especially now during 
these holy weeks. For I may well believe that Jesus has not done so 
wonderful a thing as to institute Holy Communion, or that He comes 
with so burning a desire, only to rest in my poor heart. Rather His 
purpose in coming is to communicate to me abundantly the fruits of 
His Life and Death, to bestow upon Me His treasures; and this He 
accomplishes in the measure of my fervor. Then, if I truly desire His 
graces, I must prepare most carefully for Holy Communion, must ap- 
proach with most firm and simple faith, with singular humility and 
profound reverence, with a lively sorrow for my sins, with a strong 
confidence in Him, with an ardent love, derived from His own love 
for me and having its fire kindled from His. And I must remember 
that it is just as important to employ the time after Holy Communion 
in thanking my Savior for His visit, and especially for the boundless 
love He manifests thereby, in begging Him and conjuring Him by 
the excess of that love and the ardor of His desire to be united to me, 
to purify, sanctify, illumine and strengthen me, and to bring forth in 
me by the merits of His Passion and Death the fruits of true virtue. 

And if during the holy Advent season, the thoughts of Mother 
Church center about the great mystery of the incarnation and are 
never separated from the Immaculate Virgin in whose womb this mar- 
velous wonder of Divine mercy and love was wrought, then I, too, 
must turn to the Virgin all pure and cry out to her: O Mary, Patroness 
of the Advent season, grant that virtues may flourish in my soul and 
bring forth in me the fruits of sanctity, through Jesus Christ, thy Son! 


O-antete®@ 
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The Meaning of the Incarnation 


>: <4— 

HE essence of the incarnation is the wonderful union of the 
human nature with the Second Divine Person, and the as- 
5 sumption of humanity into the Godhead. Its result is 
RB . the God-man, that great and wondrous Being, the model, 
author and end of the whole creation; that mysterious 
Being who stands first in all ages and marches at the 
yay head of all nations; who unites in Himself all phases 
of existence as well as all dignities; at whose Name every knee in 
heaven and on earth bows; that Being who is the despair of His op- 
ponents, the love and admiration of heaven and the life and consolation 
of earth. The effects of the incarnation extend everywhere; the universe 
is aglow with the light of this Divine work. It surrounds the whole 
creation, time, eternity, even the throne of the Godhead, with a beauti- 
ful halo of glory that rejoices the Holy Trinity and procures for earth 

Its blessing and eternal complacency. 

We are always reminded of this great and consoling mystery by 
the holy season of Advent, with its hymns of expectation and longing, 
the sweet prayers of its matins and the clear-tongued voices of its bells. 
What comfort they have rung out over this old world! Into how many 
hearts have they brought better desires, increasing hope and new con: 
fidence! The world is so rich in pain and sorrow, and so bitterly poor 
in consolation. There are ills and wounds for which no remedy is to 
be found except in the God-man. He is not merely a physician, but 
also medicine; medicine for our intellect, for our hearts, for our sins 
and even for death. The God-man heals everything. If our religion 
is a religion of consolation, it is so through this mystery. What should 
we be without it? We could only regret having lived. But now we 
have Him, and therefore let us rejoice and thank God for having 
given Him to us; let us love Him and make use of the blessings He 
has brought us for His honor and our salvation, and impart them to 
others also as well as we can, (Prom ‘‘Life of Christ,’’ by M. Meschler, S.J.) 
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Marp, Our Immaculate Queen 
a el 


ARY’S Immaculate Conception, com- 
memorated on December 8th, is one of 

. the most beautiful and solemn feasts of 
the Church. It is a day of great joy for the whole 
Catholic world, a day on which all true‘ children 
of the Church rejoice in the unique prerogative of 
freedom from original sin bestowed on the holy 
Virgin who was predestined by God to become the 
Mother of His only-begotten Son. How dazzling 
is the beauty of Mary in the spotless whiteness of 
her immaculate purity! Echoing the voice of the 
Holy Spirit, of whom she is the chosen Bride, the 
Church exclaims: “Thou art all fair, O Mary, 
and the stain of original sin is not in thee!” And 
as we gaze upon her spotless purity, in which the 
holiness of God is so perfectly mirrored, our lips 
naturally form the words: “O Mary, who didst 
enter the world without stain, pray for us that we 
may leave it free from stain.” 

Although this feast is always observed with 
great devotion, we have many reasons to intensify 
our homage and our appeal to Mary this year on 
her glorious feast. In the difficult times through 
which the world is now passing, we all have need 
of her wise counsel and her powerful aid in a 
very special manner, and above all we need the 
shining example of her stainless purity in a world 
which sets up the opposite standard with brazen 
impunity and lays countless snares to entrap the 
innocent. 

Then, too, as our country’s special patroness, we have need of her 
as a nation to protect us against the many insidious activities carried 
on by the enemies of God, not only against religion but against civil 
law and order. She who crushed the head of the infernal serpent in 
paradise continues to crush the head of Satan in the many artful snares 
which he lays for the ruination of the children of God. And as she 
has triumphed over all heresies, let us ask her to crush the many false 
doctrines and the pernicious lies invented against the Church with the 
diabolical purpose of destroying her influence and causing her ruin. 
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As Father Faber says so beautifully: “Let us with confidence go 
to Mary, the Blessed Mother of God. For she crushes the insidious 
serpent under her feet, his poisonous teeth not prevailing against her. 
Holding the lily of undefiled virginity in her hand, planting her foot 
on Satan’s head, her beautiful countenance radiant with the light of 
the stars, praised by the angelic hosts as their Queen, invoked by 
Adam’s children as the Mother of Grace, dreaded as his conqueror by 
the infernal dragon, she stands before us, to pour out her blessing upon 
the globe, and to lead us children sighing in the vale of tears, where 
at the side of her Divine Son she delights in eternal joys and glory.” 


tietintiq 
St. Odilia Rewards a Mother’s Confidence 


Se eae 


AINT Odilia, one of the glories of the Benedictine 

Order, was born blind. Her father, the Duke of 
Alsace, was so disappointed that he refused to cherish 
her as a child and sent her away from his court, For 
some time the child was reared in a private home, and 
finally was placed in a monastery at Besancon. Here, 
at the age of thirteen, she was baptized and, by a miracle, received her 
sight. Her father, however, continued to ignore her and she resolved 
to become a religious. But some time later, the Duke, desiring to have 
his daughter contract an opulent marriage with a certain young noble- 
man of his choice, had a change of heart and welcomed her to his home. 
But Odilia pleaded with her father not to press the proposition and to 
permit her to consecrate herself to God. He at length consented to her 
wishes and made her a gift of land and the castle of Hohenburg, where 
she gathered about her a fervent community of religious, whose abbess 
she became. St. Odilia lived a life of mortification and charity, and as 
a dutiful child often visited her aged parent and consoled him in the 
hour of greatest need, unmindful of the harsh treatment accorded to 
her as a child. After many years devoted to the religious life, St. Odilia 
died on the feast of St. Lucy, December 13, in 720 or 722. She is 
venerated as patroness of diseases of the eyes, together with St. Lucy, 
for whom she cherished a tender devotion. * Her feast is celebrated on 
the same day as that of St. Lucy. 

The following is an account of a wonderful cure obtained through 
the intercession of St. Odilia, which is told by the child’s sister, now a 
Franciscan nun. 

In December 1905, shortly before Christmas, little Marie T. — a 
baby just a little more than a year old, contracted a serious infection in 
her right eye. The eye became so badly inflamed and swollen that the 
doctor, after making every effort, could no longer discern the pupil. 
Already for nine days the little one had lost the sight of the eye, and 
the doctor abandoned all hope of her regaining it, as he believed the 
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pupil had been destroyed. However, he urged the parents to take the 
sick child to a clinic in the city of M. But fearing that the doctors of 
the clinic would be unable to examine the eye in its present condition, 
he gave orders that the child be brought to his office. 

Since it was winter there was much snow on ‘the ground, and the 
weather was cold and stormy. The only means ‘of conveyance which 
the poor parents possessed was an open sleigh drawn by a span of oxen. 
The trip from their home to the city required two hours and entailed 
great hardships. After giving the eye a treatment, the doctor, not 
knowing their circumstances, gave orders for them to bring the child 
to him every day. But when they explained the great hardship this 
would impose upon them, he suggested that the mother find lodging in 
the city and remain with the child for as long a time as the treatments 
should be required. Intending to comply with this advice, the parents 
returned home to get the necessary clothing that would be required for 
the mother and child, and on the following day again journeyed by ox 
team to the city. They first called upon the doctor, who applied some 
medicine to the child’s eye, the pupil of which was entirely obscured. 
They then set out to find a boarding place for the: mother. ~ To their 
distress, however, they found that on account of the building of a rail- 
road, all the inns and rooming houses were occupied by the laborers. 
The poor people were unable to accommodate them, as they had little 
room themselves, and the more well-to-do were unwilling to take them 
into their homes. What was to be done? From house to house they 
went, seeking a lodging, but everywhere they were refused. 

At length the pious father and mother came to a home where some 
hope was given them. The widow who owned the home happened to be 
away at the time, but her twenty-year-old daughter, sympathizing with 
the poor people in their plight, told them to wait until her mother re- 
turned, as she felt quite sure her mother would permit them to stay. 
Confidently they waited, but it was not until nightfall that the widow 
returned. And the moment she entered the house and saw the strangers 
with their sick child, she began to scold and to storm violently, and 
ordered them out of her home. They tried to tell her in kind words 
that her daughter had encouraged them to wait for her return, but 
the heartless woman would not listen.: She was ready to cast them out 
into the cold with their helpless little child. The father pleaded with 
her to tell them if she knew of any other place where they might possi- 
bly be received. Sharply she directed them to the home of another 
widow, whose husband had been buried that very day, where she 
thought they might possibly find a lodging. With a heavy heart the 
young father grasped this last straw of hope, and went to the house 
directed to make inquiry. But alas, sorrow had not softened the heart 
of this widow, for she too treated him curtly and said she had no room. 

Sorrow-stricken, the father returned to his wife, to tell her that he 
had again been rejected. At this the poor mother wept bitterly, saying: 
“Here we are, strangers in the city on a cold, stormy night, with our 
sick child. How shall we ever be able to return home through the 
darkness and in such weather?’ Her husband tried to console her 
with gentle words, reminding her of the sorrows of Mary and Joseph 
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when they were unable to find a lodging in Bethlehem for themselves 
and the Divine Child. With God’s help, he said, they would reach 
home in safety. Comforted by his words, the mother resigned herself 
to the will of God. But while she was trying to gather up courage for 
the return trip, she suddenly recalled the life of St. Odilia, whieh she 
had read. In her anguish of heart she cried out aloud: “St, Qdilia, 
you can help me; St. Odilia, you will help me! St. Odilia, you must 
help me in my distress.’’ ¢ : 

In great sorrow and anguish the parents set out on the difficult 
journey homeward through the dark, stormy night, with their sick 
child, finding strength and consolation in prayer. When at length they 
arrived home, they found their eldest daughter still up, awaiting her 
father’s return, to inquire after her little sister. Leaving the baby in 
her care, the father went to the stable to attend to the oxen and the 
mother to milk the cow. In the midst of this work, they were suddenly 
startled by the appearance of their daughter, who cried: ‘“‘O Mama, 
Marie can see! She stretched out her little hands toward a picture, and 
I saw how she opened her eye.” Leaving everything, the mother and 
father ran to the house to see if it were really true. When they found 
that the child’s eye was really open, and that she could see, their joy 
was indescribable. It was as if a heavy millstone had been lifted from 
their hearts. Their first exclamation was: “St. Odilia has helped us! 
This is a miracle.” ; 

The following morning the eye was perfectly clear; the swelling 
and inflammation had entirely disappeared. The happy parents were 
eager to take the,yhild back to the doctor to let him see what had taken 
place, but so much snow had fallen during the night that they were 
unable to make the trip until the third day. When they arrived at the 
doctor’s office, and he came to examine the child’s eye, he drew back in 
astonishment. ‘‘What in ¢he world has happened!” he exclaimed. 
“Such a thing as this I have never in my life witnessed.”” He could not 
find words to express his wonder and astonishment, as he said: ‘The 
eye is perfectly clear and normal. My dear people, you have had mar- 
velous good fortune. I myself had entertained little hope for this eye. 
An eye such as this I have never seen healed overnight.” The mother 
said to him: “It was the work of no one but the good God and St. 
Odilia!’’ 

The cure of the eye proved to be permanent and to the present day 
Marie enjoys good vision and continues to devoutly venerate St. Odilia 
and to show her gratitude for the miraculous cure in her childhood, ~ 
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Tabernacle and Purgatory 
@ Love Gift 
ie 


HRISTMAS is the feast of God’s love 
for the human race. St. John tells 
us that God so loved the world as to 
give it His only-begotten Son. (iii. 
16.) Yes, God has loved us, and He 
has loved us with a love so infinite, 
a love so great, that it gave birth to 
the most beautiful of all His thoughts 
with regard to us, the most glorious 
of all His ideas, the most Divine of 

all His works — the incarnation of 

His only Son, equal to Him in Divinity, in majesty, in wisdom, in 
power and goodness. 

At Christmas, when we commemorate the holy nativity of Christ, 
we recall God’s infinite love, that immense, Divine love with which He 
has loved us from all eternity and drawn us to Himself. We con- 
template the Infant Christ in the manger and consider how in the in- 
carnation He humbled Himself and made use of His Divinity and 
His Humanity to exalt us, uniting Himself to our peverty to fill us 
with His riches, charging Himself with our miseries to give us a share 
in His felicity. The winning charm of the Divine Infant abasing Him- 
self to give Himself to us, and the contemplation of His incomparable 
love, makes our hearts beat a little more rapidly with joy and exultation. 
But more than that, it causes us to be sensibly moved with an impulse 
of generosity to do something for Him in return. We conceive in our- 
selves a burning desire to give Him some acceptable gift. But what 
return can we make to our Divine Savior for His love? Oh, we need 
not seek far to find the most acceptable of all gifts we can give Him. 
It is a return of love. He has given us His love — He wants our 
love in return, 

Yet what love of our poor feeble hearts can be adequate to repay 
God’s infinite love for us? St. John tells us it is the love of our 
neighbor. “If we love one another, God abides in us, and His love is 
perfected in us” (1 John iv. 12). 

The feast of Christmas must not be for us a mere commemoration 
of an event long past. Jt must be a renewal in ourselves of the life 
of Christ in us. Christ must be spiritually born in our hearts. “God 
has sent His only-begotten Son into the world that we may live through 
Him” (1 John iv. 9). We must live the life of Christ, the life of God, 
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which St. John tells us is love. “God is love!” (1 John iv. 8), and 
again, “Love is from God” (iv. 7). We have often heard the words 
before, and perhaps just as often forgotten or ignored them. Yet it is 
by this greatest of all virtues that we are known as Christians: “By 
this will all men know that you are My disciples, if you have love for 
one another!” (John xiii. 35). So “let us love one another” (1 John 
iv. 7), as Christ has loved us. We are all members of Christ; we 
form part of His Mystical Body — He the Head, we the members, — 
so much so that He says: “Amen, I say to you, as long as you did 
it for one of these, the least of My brethren, you did it for Me” (Matt. 
xxv. 40). Now, since God takes to Himself anything that we do to 
our neighbor, we make Him a gift more acceptable than choicest gold 
when we love those around us. It is so easy to forget this, so fatally 
easy to blind ourselves to our duty in this respect and to offer other 
things which are of no value in His eyes unless charity accompany 
them. How often we pass by the real meaning of His words and 
forget that every act or word of KINDNESS reaches the Heart of Christ 
before it gladdens the heart of our neighbor, and that every act or 
word of UNKINDNESS pierces the Heart of Christ before it wounds that 
of our neighbor. : 

Here, then, is an outlet for our love. True, it calls for the exercise 
of faith, for we must accustom ourselves to see: “Christ in the heart 
of every man who thinks of me; Christ in the mouth of every man 
who speaks to me; Christ in every eye that sees me; Christ in every 
ear that hears me.” This, then, is the gift which God, our new-born 
King, values above all others. May we all learn this lesson of His 
Heart during the Christmastide of 1944. 

There is another lesson that He would impart to us: the lesson 
of trust. The angel says to us as well as to the shepherds: “Do not 
be afraid... for there has been born to you today in the town of 
David a Savior, who is Christ the Lord” (Luke ii. 10). The Divine 
Infant is called Jesus, that is, Savior, because, as the angel explained 
to St. Joseph, He will save men and deliver them from their sins, and 
consequently from their miseries, of which their sins are the true and 
only causes. This Divine Savior is born for us; He is ours. We must 
go to Him in all our necessities; we must go to Him freely, and with 
the simplicity and confidence of a child, of a brother, of a friend. If 
we go in this spirit, He will not fail to deliver us from the evils that 
afflict us; or, if deliverance at the present time is not for our good, 
He will give us what will be much better: patience, resignation and 
strength to bear our burdens to the end. _Even though it seems to us 
that the worst thing possible has happened, we must trust Him. Think 











238 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


of what happened to Mary and Joseph on the very night of Jesus’ 
birth, and yet they did not lose their trust in God’s Providence. When 
we suffer, let us think that it is much less than Jesus, Mary and Joseph 
suffered on Christmas night. When we struggle beneath a heavy 
cross, let us remember that it does not mean God has forgotten us, 
it does not mean that He no longer loves us, that He does not care 
for us. To us Christians today, as to the Apostles, Our Lord says: 
“Why are you fearful, O you of little faith?” (Matt. viii. 26.) Why 
are we fearful? The world seems to be falling to pieces all about us. 
No one can predict what tomorrow will bring. But God is still the 
all-powerful Creator and Ruler of the universe, and if Christian faith 
continues on earth, all must be well. 

Oh, let us begin to drive out of our lives as Christians the pagan 
spirit of lack of trust in our Father in heaven. Let us plant deeply 
in the hearts of those with whom we associate, in the hearts of our 
friends and neighbors, in the hearts of the little ones, a great trust in 
God’s love for us. There is one thing of which we can be always 
sure — God will care for us. Behold God’s Gift to us in the manger, 
His Gift of Love! He has given us Jesus. Is there any lesser gift 
that He will refuse us? How can we doubt His loving care — we 
who are His own children, bought by Christ’s Blood, the first precious 
drops of which were shed from His tender infant Body when His saving 
Name was conferred on Him. 

In these days of doubt and darkness, days of material distress and 
trial, we Catholics need to tell ourselves over and over again that the 
Providence of God is our inheritance. He has not failed us, He is not 
failing us, He will not fail us! But have we failed Him, despite His 
infinite bounty? From henceforth, may the echo of the angels’ song 
ever resound in our hearts, and fill us with a loving confidence in God’s 
love and goodness toward us. 


St a at 


THE WORD WAS MADE FLESH! These few 
syllables express the greatest of wonders, the Miracle 
of miracles, the mystery of God’s most incomprehen- 
sible work! The candles burning before the Blessed 
Sacrament unceasingly express with tongues of fire 
the praises, benedictions and thanksgivings which 
human hearts would pour forth in gratitude for this 
incomprehensible abiding of God with us, at the 
same time imploring His mercies and blessings. 

For an offering of 50¢, a large wax candle will be burned a day and a night 


before the Most Blessed Sacrament exposed, in any of our Eucharistic Sanctuaries; for 
$3.50, one week, and for $12.00, an entire month. 
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Ta, A risa Tableau 





N CHRISTMAS DAY let us imagine we can roll away 
the clouds and look into the heavenly kingdom of God! 
"© What an ineffable scene of bliss there meets our gaze! 
Pid All the angels and saints, prostrate before the throne 
of God’s glory and majesty, praise Him with joy and gladness for 
the mystery of the incarnation. The powers of our imagination cannot 
picture the splendor and brilliancy of paradise on the feast of Christ’s 
Nativity. There we see all the holy persons who participated in this 
mystery on earth — Jesus, Mary, Joseph, Gabriel, the angel choirs of 
Bethlehem, the shepherds, the three kings, and all the other blessed 
who were associated with the mystery of the incarnation. There, too, 
we see all the millions of elect souls who have attained the glory of 
heaven. A new joy is on every countenance, a deeper rapture is in 
every heart, because it is the feast of Christmas. Heaven is filled with 
a brighter light and sweeter music resounds throughout its countless 
mansions, and this unalloyed bliss knows no note of sadness. 


Christmas in Purgatory 


But now let us turn our gaze to purgatory. Here there is no music, 
though it is Christmas Day. Here there are no glad songs. Here, no 
heart thrills with highest rapture. Here, instead, are groans and sighs 
of pain. Like Mary and Joseph in Bethlehem, seeking in vain for a 
shelter where the Infant Jesus might be born, the souls in this place 
of exile knock at heaven’s gates which still remain closed to them. 
Christmas holds for them a disappointment as of an unrewarded quest, 
an unsatisfied seeking, an unfulfilled longing. For them, there is no 
room, as yet, in heaven’s “inn.” They are deprived of the vision of 
God which constitutes the joy of the elect in paradise. They crave 
for the happiness of beholding God’s beauty, and because they cannot 
yet behold Him and enjoy Him, they suffer unspeakable pain. Perhaps 
through God’s mercy and love their sufferings are mitigated in some 
measure on this sacred day of bliss, yet what tears, what groans, what 
sighs they send heavenwards while they wait and long so ardently to 
enter into the joy of their Lord. They look to earth, hoping to find 
there some loving heart that will be moved to come to their aid and 
open to them the portal of the heavenly mansion. But alas, among 
the millions of human souls, how many they find who are cold and 
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unfeeling towards them, as they are cold and unfeeling towards the 
new-born Babe whose birthday is being celebrated. They do not hear 
the cry of the poor souls nor see their need, because their hearts are 
wrapped in worldly interests even as were the throngs that overflowed 
the inn of Bethlehem the first Christmas night. 


Christmas in the World 

Yes, sad to say, human thoughts on Christmas are often far from 

the mystery of the incarnation, far from the poverty of the stable 
of Bethlehem, far from the weary Foster Father vainly seeking a 
worthy shelter for the holy Virgin and finding only a rude, wind-swept 
stable; they are far from the delicate young Mother thrilling with joy 
and gladness at the wonder of the mystery accomplished by the almighty 
power of God, far from the Divine Babe so meanly clad in swaddling 
clothes and cradled in a manger. As Bethlehem on the eve of His 
birth, the streets of modern cities are thronged on Christmas eve with 
crowds. Novelty and excitement reigns everywhere, men and women 
are loud in their exchange of greetings, but much of the seeming Christ- 
mas spirit is but superficiality, and, sadder still, much of the seeming 
devout homage rendered in churches is but a kind of insensible wor- 
ship. Christmas is, for all too many, associated only with the idea of 
worldly festivity, gift-giving and receiving and with scenes of mirth. 
God’s love-Gift has been given to the world. Hope, peace and 
light have come to earth with the birth of Jesus, and these precious 
gifts are meant to live and fructify in the hearts of all men. It is 
God’s will that this holy season should shut out from human hearts 
the din of the proud, vaunting world; that the star of faith should arise 
anew and shine with unwonted lustre to lead all mankind, with child- 
like love, as it led the Magi, to the Divine Infant from whom redemption 
comes; that in the humility and abjectness of the new-born Babe, the 
proud and passion-sick world should find its only remedy and salvation. 
But alas, the world knows not the wondrous mystery accomplished in it. 
Jesus has come, and still remains in His Tabernacles. The whole 
vast world with its millions of people is His, His very own — but 
“His own do not receive Him.” The heart of the worldling does not 
thirst for Him, though it languishes and dies for lack of Him. He is 
all love for all, but by many His love is not requited. The world is 
ignorant or forgetful of Him. The Lord lies at its doors, and men 
sleep, or they feast, or they weep. They are vexed and harassed with 
doubts and questions, and Truth is come, but they do not hear Him. 
They stumble with burdens, yet are deaf to His gentle voice: “Come 
to Me, all you who labor and are heavily burdened.” They are appalled 
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at the world’s crashing ruin, but they do not know that in their midst 
is He whose omnipotent hand steadies the ponderous spheres that swing 
through the fathomless night. 


Christmas in Our Hearts 

But cannot we do something to win Him recognition? O God, 
we would cry in the highways that Thou art here, but would the world 
believe? would it hear? would it seek? would it come? 

At least we ourselves can open our hearts to Him. Bethlehem in- 
deed was His sanctuary two thousand years ago, when He lay in the 
lowly manger. But this Christmas there are Bethlehems as many as 
there are Catholic altars, and He waits there with ardent longing for 
souls. Come, then, let us follow the star of faith which leads us to the 
altar Table; let us clasp the sweet Babe to our breast, and with a 
thousand welcomes assure Him that in our poor hearts at least there 
is room for Him. And when His Sacred Heart actually beats within 
our breast, and the Word-made-Flesh is wholly ours, let us ask Him 
who is all-holy, all-wise, all-powerful, all-knowing and all-loving, to 
be the Mediator between His Heavenly Father and the poor sinful 
hearts of men, to effect the cure of their ills and to remedy all their 
miseries. With this Savior-Heart as our precious coin, let us also pay 
the debts of the poor, suffering souls in purgatory, that they may be 
admitted to the Christmas joys of heaven for which they sigh and 
pine. And finally let us ask Him to kindle in our own hearts the 
flames of His Divine charity, to renew in us truly the mystery of His 
sacred birth and to make us grow daily in His love, until that happy 
day when we shall be called by the angel of death to celebrate an 
eternal Christmas with Him in heaven. 


Sl ae et ae eS ae ot tS ee 
Our Qhristmas “Wish --- to our dear Friends and Subscribers 


May desus in the Blessed Sacrament, the bsisinceitils “Word, 
grant you His Peace, His Blessing and Hiis ove, and the super- 
abundant graces merited by Htis sacred Birth. And may He repay 
with. Divine generosity all you have done during the post year to aid us 





in maintaining His unceasing adoration in our Gucharistic Sanctuaries. 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration 
DIA A Et tt thet nthe tiethetio theta thet he thet het 
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Sanctification through the Mass 
Continued 


Mecdes. 
Sishice 


Exterior Preparation 


INCE the proper interior dispositions of faith and devotion 
BS are so vital for a fruitful participation in the Holy Sacrifice, 

the first concern of one who wishes to draw rich treasures 
of grace from the Mass must be the preparation of his mind and heart 
for this sacred function. Whoever wishes to draw water from a foun- 
tain must bring with him an empty vessel in which to carry away the 
water; and he who wishes to draw much water must bring a large ° 
vessel. Now, the vessel with which we draw from the spiritual fountain 
of Holy Mass is a fervent and recollected heart. And the more fervent 
and recollected our heart, the greater will be the measure of grace we 
will draw from this heavenly fountain. 

Is it not worth while, then, to use every endeavor, to make every 
effort, so to dispose ourselves that we may assist at this sublime act 
of sacrifice with the greatest devotion, giving ourselves up to it with our 
‘whole mind and heart and body, as Christ, the Victim and High Priest, 
gives Himself up to it wholly? 

In the decrees of the Council of Trent (Sess. 22), the Church im- 
presses on us the dispositions with which we should assist at Holy Mass 
in these words: “If we must needs confess that no other work can be 
performed by the faithful so holy and Divine as this tremendous 
mystery itself, wherein that life-giving Victim is daily immolated upon 
the altar by priests, it is also sufficiently clear that all industry and 
diligence is to be applied to this end, that it be performed with the 
greatest possible inward cleanness and purity of heart and outward 
show of devotion and piety.” 

We ought, then, to begin our preparation for Mass as soon as 
we arise in the morning, by trying to keep our minds free from worldly, 
disturbing and distracting thoughts as much as possible, and making 
frequent use of ejaculatory prayers to keep our hearts turned to God. 
“This, of course, we cannot do if we engage in frivolous or worldly 
conversation, laugh boisterously, listen to worldly music, or indulge 
in other noisy and distracting amusements. | We must seek to preserve 
this recollection of heart as much as possible even in performing our 
necessary duties, and also on our way to ‘the chiirch, bearing in mind 
the dignity and grandeur of the sacred function in which we are about 
to participate. 

Doubtless it is to a want of such preparation that one may attribute 
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the lack of devotion and the indifference and carelessness with which so 
many assist at Holy Mass, as also the reprehensible behavior of those 
who let their gaze wander curiously around the church and even go so 
far as to talk and laugh in this sacred place. Modesty and simplicity 
in dress also becomes those who would assist at the Divine Sacrifice 
with proper dispositions and not hinder others from doing so. 

Having thus prepared the way, one may hope that God will give 
him the grace of a very fruitful participation in the Holy Sacrifice. 

Essential Disposition, Union with Christ, Priest and Victim 

Since the Mass is not merely a form of prayers and ceremonies, but 
substantially the same Sacrifice as that of the Cross, the essential and 
indispensable part of a fruitful assistance at Mass consists ‘in uniting 
oneself as closely as possible with our Lord Jesus Christ, who in the 
Mass as on the Cross is the true Priest and the true Victim, offering 
Himself to His Heavenly Father in both sacrifices for the same ends. 
This union may be attained in -various ways. 

The saintly Benedictine Abbot, Dom Columba Marmion. a most 
enlightened director of souls, says on this subject: “It is, then, a most 
excellent manner of assisting at the Holy Sacrifice, to follow with the 
eyes, the mind and the heart what is passing at the altar, and to as- 
sociate ourselves with the prayers the Church places at this sacred 
moment on the lips of her ministers. When, with deep reverence, lively 
faith, ardent love and true contrition for our sins, we thus unite our- 
selves to Christ — Priest and Victim — in His Sacrifice, Christ, who 
dwells in us, takes all our intentions into His Heart and offers perfect 
adoration and full satisfaction for us to His Father, and renders Him 
worthy thanksgiving, and His prayer is all-powerful. All these acts 
of the Eternal High Priest, by which He renews upon the altar His 
immolation of Calvary, become ours. 

“At the same time that we give to God, through Christ, all honor 
and glory, abundant graces of light and life are poured down upon us 
and on all the Church. Each Mass truly contains all the fruits of 
the Sacrifice of the Cross. But, if we wish to avail ourselves of them, 
we must enter into. the dispositions and sentiments of the Heart of Jesus 
when He went to offer Himself on Calvary. Then the Eternal High 
Priest takes us with Him into the Holy of holies, unto the throne of 
the Divine Majesty, to the very source of all grace, of all life and all 
beatitude.” (Christ, the Life of the Soul, Ch. vii.) 

The eminent Dominican theologian, Father Garrigou-Lagrange, in 
his Les Trois Ages de la V ie ‘Interieur| from which we have already 
quoted in our previous issue) writes: “In order to assist well at Mass, 
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with faith, confidence, true piety and love, one may follow it in various 
manners. One may be attentive to the liturgical prayers, generally so 
beautiful and full of unction, elevation and simplicity. One may also 
remember the Passion and Death of the Savior, of which the Mass is 
the Memorial, and consider oneself as being at the foot of the Cross 
with Mary, John and the holy women. Or one may apply oneself to 
rendering to God, in union with Jesus, the four duties which are the 
ends of sacrifice: adoration, reparation, petition and thanksgiving. 
Provided one PRAY, even piously reciting the Rosary, one assists in a 
fruitful manner at the Mass. . . 

“But whatever the method one follows,” continues the same writer, 
“it is important to insist on one cogent thing: We must above all else 
unite ourselves profoundly to the oblation of the Savior, the principal 
Priest. With Him we must offer Him to His Father, remembering that 
this oblation pleases God more than all sins displease Him. We must 
also offer ourselves each day more and more intimately; we must offer 
particularly the pains and contrarieties which we are already bearing 
and those which will present themselves during the day. Thus under- 
stood, the Mass is a fecund source of sanctification, of graces ever new.” 

Although the Church has prescribed for her priests, as her official 
representatives in offering the adorable Sacrifice, a set of “rubrics” 
which they must follow strictly in celebrating Holy Mass, and has or- 
dained that they adhere to the formula of prayers in the missal without 
any personal additions, she has never prescribed any set rules for the 
faithful in assisting at Mass. She makes no hard and fast rule, because, 
with the wisdom of her Divine Founder, she knows that there are great 
diversities of gifts and diversities of characters among her children. 
She therefore leaves entirely unfettered their free will, in order that 
each may apply himself in the manner best suited to his spiritual, 
mental and physical endowments. 

But she does give evidence, in the prayers and ceremonies of the 
Mass, of her desire that the faithful co-operate actively with the priest 
in the celebration of the Holy Sacrifice. Repeatedly during the course 
of the Mass the priest turns to the people, and extending his arms, 
says: “Dominus vobiscum — The Lord be with you,” and the people 
answer, through their representative, the server, “Ez cum spiritu tuo — 
And with thy spirit.” What else does this signify but a close union 
between the priest at the altar and the people of the congregation? 
In the prayer following the Sanctus the priest says: “Be mindful, O 
Lord, of Thy servants N. and N., and of all here present... for whom 
we offer, or who offer up to Thee this Sacrifice...” The meaning of 
these words is too obvious to be mistaken. 
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Again, during the offertory the priest turns to the people, and 
extending and then bringing together his hands, invites them to help 
him in offering the Holy Sacrifice: “Orate fratres — Pray, brethren, 
that my sacrifice and yours may be acceptable to God the Father Al- 
mighty.” After the elevation of the Chalice he prays: “Wherefore, O 
Lord, we, Thy servants, as also Thy holy people. . . offer unto Thy most 
excellent majesty...” Here the priest says in so many words that not 
he alone, but all the holy people of God with him, offer this pure 
holocaust. 

‘“‘Concelebration” of the Faithful 

Following this implied wish of the Church, pastors and spiritual 
directors of souls encourage the use of the missal as an excellent means 
for the faithful to follow with mind and heart the ceremonies and 
liturgical prayers with the priest at the altar, and thus enter into an 
active participation in the celebration of the Mass. This method of 
assisting at Holy Mass is advocated especially by proponents of the 
so-called “liturgical movement,” which seeks to awaken the conscious- 
ness of the faithful to a realization of their mystical priesthood and 
their duty of taking an active part in the Mass and in the prayer life 
of the Church. 

For those who are capable of employing it properly, this method 
seems indeed one of the best calculated to achieve an intimate union of 
the soul with the sacramental oblation of Christ. Care must be taken, 
however, that there be not a mere mechanical repetition of prayers and 
formulas, bereft of the vivifying soul of devout intention and sustained 


attention. 
This method is especially to be recommended because of the fact 


that the Mass is not merely a form of prayer, but an act, of worship 
and a sacrifice; and therefore those who assist at Holy Mass ought 
properly to offer the Divine oblation together with the priest, as is 
indicated by many of the prayers of the missal. For, the privilege of 
offering to the Divine Majesty the sacred and sublime Sacrifice of the 
Mass is not the prerogative of priests alone, but belongs to the faithful 
also — to men, women and children — not, indeed, of themselves, 
but through the instrumentality of the priest ordained for that purpose. 
Thus we may truly say there are three celebrants of the Mass: First 
of all, there is the great High Priest, the chief Sacrificer, Christ, who 
Himself offers every Holy Mass to His Heavenly Father. Then there 
is the officiating priest, who immolates the Divine Victim; and lastly 
there are the faithful present at the Holy Sacrifice, who have the 
power of offering it conjointly with the priest. Certainly this is one 
of the greatest graces granted to the children of the Church. 
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St. Peter lays stress on this prerogative of the Christian when he 
says: “You are a chosen race, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, a 
purchased people...” And again: “Be you yourselves as living 
stones... a holy priesthood, to offer spiritual sacrifices acceptable to 
God through Jesus Christ” (1 Pet. ii. 9,5). This mystical priesthood 
is conferred on the faithful at baptism, when they become members 
of Christ and of His Mystical Body, the Church. 

This sharing of the faithful in the celebration of the Mass is 
popularly designated as “concelebration.” In using this term, how- 
ever, we must do so relatively, because the co-operation of the faithful 
assisting at Mass may by no means be placed on the same plane as 
the action of the celebrating priest, who has been ordained to this pur- 
pose and officially represents Christ and His Church, and acts in their 
name.* 

However, from the fact that the Church earnestly desires that those 
assisting at Mass take an active part in the oblation, it does not neces- 
sarily follow that she desires the people to use the same official prayer 
formulas as the priest for that purpose. If she desired this, she would 
not oblige the priest to say certain of those formulas in silence, when 
there are among the faithful (for example, among converts from 
paganism) many who, not being able to read, and not hearing what 
the priest says, would find it impossible to say the prayer said by 
the priest. Obviously, the thing she desires most is that the faithful enter 
into the spirit of the prayers of the liturgy, whether they use the 
actual prayer formulas employed by the priest, or others of their own 
choosing or making. 

Let us consider, for example, the Confiteor, which is recited at 
the foot of the altar at the beginning of Mass as an act of contrition 
to obtain purity of heart for the worthy celebration of the Holy Sacri- 
fice. If, instead of repeating the words of the Confiteor, a person 
elicits a sincere and humble act of contrition from his heart in his own 
words, he assuredly does something just as pleasing and meritorious 
in the eyes of God and in the eyes of the Church as one who devoutly 
repeats the actual words of the Confiteor; and certainly he acquires 
more merit than one who repeats the words of the Confiteor in a 
thoughtless and mechanical manner. So it is with all the other prayers 


which form a part of the Holy Sacrifice. 
To be continued 


*It goes without saying also that the concelebration of the people 
is something far inferior to the concelebration of several priests saying 
Mass together, as in the Eastern rite, or the concelebration of newly 
ordained priests at the Ordination Mass in the Latin rite. 
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‘The Christmas AJop of the Angels 
senefonenefonenefonee 

“And there were shepherds in the same district living in the fields and 
keeping watch over their flock by night. And behold, an angel of the Lord 
stood by them, and the glory of the Lord shone round about them and they 
feared exceedingly. And the angel said to 
them, “Do not be afraid, for behold, I bring 
you good tidings of great joy which shall be 
to all the people; for there has been born to 
you. today in the town of David a Savior, 
who is Christ the Lord. .. And suddenly there 
was with the angel a multitude of the heaven- 
ly host, praising God and saying, “Glory to 
God in the highest, and peace on earth among 

men of good will” (Luke ii. 8-14). 






) the bliss of the angels as they sang their 
Y heavenly canticle above the hills of Judea 
“Son that first Christmas night when Jesus 
“was born. How truly was Jesus the Joy 
of .the angels on that holy night, when 
heaven opened and legions of its glorious 
inhabitants descended to earth to adore 
their King in the guise of a new-born Babe! 
The greatest joy, perhaps, is that of the Christmas angel, of whom 
the Evangelist speaks. Perhaps he is the same Archangel Gabriel who 
bore God’s message to Mary, and who now, on this holy night, wings 
his way to earth to proclaim with great joy the good tidings of the 
fulfilment of that message. His companions of the heavenly host rejoice 
with him, and their flashing radiance dispels the darkness of night. 
From the heights of heaven, where they unceasingly enjoy the 
rapturous vision of God, this “multitude of the heavenly host” descends 
to Bethlehem, and there sings the song of its own country — GLORY 
TO GOD IN THE HIGHEST, The angels know that the glory due 
to the Babe of Bethlehem is the glory of the Most High; that the 
dignity of His Humanity infinitely surpasses their own sanctity, for 
He is God and man, in whose Soul are united all the attributes of the 
Godhead. 
These fiery spirits hover in ecstasy about the cave which harbors 
their new-born King. They have never known a night as sweet as 
this, and they burst into their most heavenly melodies, . Their song 
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sounds softly and adoringly, vibrating with the intensity of their feeling. 
They praise the Babe because of His humility, for well do they realize 
how profoundly the Son of God has humiliated Himself in the manger; 


IK 


a 
viviy 





Angels unite with the Virgin-Mother in adoring the Infant God 


and is it not because of His humility that His Heavenly Father has 
sent them to glorify Him and to sing His praises? 

To see how tiny the Infinite has become; to compare the Lord of 
the far distant stars to the Babe of Bethlehem; to know that here He 
is the same as there; to ponder the fact that God came upon earth 
as a Child, and that He was a Child in the truest sense of that word — 
this is indeed a vision meet for angels, a sight at which the cherubim 
fold their wings and bow to the earth, and the prophecy finds its 
fulfilment: “All the angels of God shall adore Him.” 

From the dawn of creation the angels have worshiped God in 
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heaven, but now-their threefold SANCTUS resounds here below. The 
cave of Bethlehem has become for them another heaven — for surely 
heaven is there where God is, the tender God of love. 

Ah, well may we unite with the angels in their praise and adoration 
of the Infant God, for glory can be rendered to God only by beings 
endowed with the faculty of understanding... The splendor of creation 
would be but a dumb, soulless homage to the Almighty, if it were not 
for the homage of angels and men, whom God has endowed with the 
sublime faculties of knowing and loving Him. God’s highest glory 
consists in the wondering, adoring cry of His creature: “O God, my 
God, how wonderful is Thy Name throughout the earth!” To praise 
God, to declare His wonderful works and to contribute to His glory — 
this is the sublime destiny of angels and of men. 


But it is beyond the power of the soul that has‘ been tarnished 


and darkened by the earth’s joys and allurements, to render glory to 
the God of all sanctity. Let us, then, in imitation of the angels, culti- 
vate spotless purity of conscience, which is the essential foundation of 
all true joy. And let us prepare our soul for a worthy celebration of 
the Christmas mystery by purifying it in the cleansing waters of the 
sacrament of penance. 

In the Blessed Sacrament, too, Jesus has humiliated Himself in- 
finitely. There, too, hosts of adoring angels surround Him and hymn 
their unceasing SANCTUS. And there too we must unite our praise 
and adoration with the celestial choir of angels who ever attend upon 
His Eucharistic Presence. Daily our Savior renews upon our altars the 
sweet mystery of His nativity, and there, with hearts dilated by faith 
and love, we, too, may sing the jubilant GLORIA of the Christmas 
angels at Bethlehem. Like the cave of Bethlehem, our heart becomes 
a miniature heaven when the God of heaven comes to make it His abode. 
What an ocean of joy for us, then, should be our Christmas Mass and 
our Christmas Communion, when the birth of Jesus is renewed truly, 
though in a mysterious manner, and our hearts become the manger 
bed in which the Virgin-Mother cradles her tender Son! 

* O Jesus, Joy of angels, be Thou also our joy here below in Thy 
Eucharistic Presence, and in heaven let the beauty of Thy unveiled 
Countenance be our unending bliss! 








WATCH YOUR DATE! For the benefit of those who may not 
know, the date given on the wrapper of your magazine is the date on 
which your subscription expires. Prompt renewal is always deeply 
appreciated. And may we kindly remind our readers to inform us 
immediately of change of address, giving both the old and the new 
address? 
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© First Birthday Ge 


BABY’S first birthday is always an occasion of joy 

for the family. With doting eyes the parents and 
older members have watched the little one develop 
physically and mentally, as the days passed, and their 
friends and relatives have had to listen to many 
recitals of the baby’s cunning antics and of the marks 
of intelligence it has displayed. The coming of its first birthday marks 
an important stage of its development, for from now on it begins to 
show more definitely its future traits of character and the inborn quali- 
ties which are to shape its future career. 

We trust, then, that our dear readers will pardon us if we take a 
modest pride in our “baby” foundation in Kansas City, Missouri, which 
on the 5th of this month attains the age of one year. With joy of 
heart we have witnessed its rapid development as a center of Eucharistic 
devotion and the promise it has already given of becoming a true 
fountain of grace and ‘blessing in the garden of the Church. The 
faithful of Kansas City have shown a remarkable appreciation of this 
Sanctuary by the zeal and generosity with which they have taken part 
in the adoration of the Most Blessed Sacrament there exposed, and in 
other Eucharistic services. We can truly say that the finger of God 
has directed the establishment of a foundation in that*city, which has 
shown itself ripe for the Eucharistic harvest. 

Here on His Eucharistic Throne, as in the cities and towns of 
Judea and Galilee, the people have pressed around the Savior, drawn 
by the charm of His personality, by His all-embracing charity and His 
miraculous powers. Here many a one has found the solution of vexing 
problems or the help urgently needed in some difficult matter. Here 
many a one has found the fulfilment of the words of the psalmist, 
“O taste and see that the Lord is sweet.” Here many a heart torn with 
grief or weighed down with trouble has found balm for its wounds and 
a lightening of its burdens by Him who has promised to refresh and 
comfort all who come to Him. Here sorrowing mothers and fathers 
have found solace in their grief over the loss of loved ones in service 
overseas. Here young and old have found peace and consolation and 
strength to face the temptations and battles of life. Here, in a word, 
has been shown in countless ways the compassionate love of the Savior- 
Heart beating beneath the veils of the silent Host. 

We have already spoken in a previous issue of the initiation of the 
Guard of Honor of the Knights of Columbus for nocturnal adoration 
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every First Friday, and of the many other groups of men, women and 
children who have been coming to the chapel regularly for periods of 
adoration. Three ycuth groups have lately been added to these or- 
ganized bodiesof adorers: ‘members of the Catholic Youth Organiza- 


tion, and students of St. Vincent High School and Rockhurst College. 


The latter have sponsored a day of adoration from six in the morning 
until nine in the evening as a part of their Sodality activities. When 
their Reverend Moderator was reminded that this would doubtless in- 
volve sacrifice, he gave this edifying response: “It was of their own 





Snow sprites lend enchantment to the Sanctuary of the Holy Spirit 


initiative that they voted on this project. They feel it is something 
for the glory of God and their personal quest for holiness!” 

It will perhaps interest our dear readers to know that since the 
founding of this Sanctuary of prayer, the number of adoration hours 
offered by the members of the community and the registered nocturnal 
hours offered by devout lay persons totals 38,000. Reduced to days 
and years, this would equal an unbroken chain of prayer for 1,583 
days of 24 hours, or a little more than 414 years. In addition there 
have been some 3,000 registered periods of adoration. Though many of 
these were not a full hour, nor even a half hour, but often just a visit 
of ten minutes or so, they give evidence of the attraction of souls to 
our Eucharistic King and of the good that has been accomplished 
during the past year. Besides these registered periods, there have been 
hundreds of others which were not registered. 








XUR 





252 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


With this constant flow of adoration, thanksgiving, reparation and 
petition to the God of Love, who can estimate the flow of blessings that 
has descended in turn, not only on those who have offered the prayers 
but on all the members of Christ’s Mystical Body throughout the world, 
as well as on the world at large. 

The far-reaching influence of a Sanctuary of Perpetual Adoration 
is implied in these striking words of "John Donoso Cortes, a famous 
writer and diplomat of the 19th century: “I believe that those who 
pray do more for the world than those who fight, and that if the 
world is going from bad to worse, it is because there are more battles 
than prayers. Could we penetrate into the secrets of history, 1 am 
convinced that we should be seized with admiration at the prodigious 
effects of prayer, even in human affairs. In order that society should 
be at rest, there must be preserved a balance, known to God alone, 
between prayer and action, between the contemplative and the active 
life. I believe with firmest conviction that if for a single hour of a 
single day no prayer went forth from earth to heayen, that hour and 
day would be the last of the universe.” (2+. Ou. heey yim & ort . pele 

This should be an incentive for all of us to be fervent in prayer, . 
and should also make us zealous for the establishment of sanctuaries 
where unceasing prayer is offered to the Divine Majesty. 

The hazard of undertaking the foundation of this new Sanctuary 
of Perpetual Adoration in these turbulent times, when the powers of 
evil seemed pitted against it to thwart its accomplishment, seems fully 
justified in the light of the spiritual fruits which have already matured, 
and of the bright promise of an abundant harvest to be reaped as the 
years pass. 

We ask you to help us then, dear friends, to thank our Divine 
King for the gifts of His bounty which He has already so lavishly 
bestowed, and to implore this gracious King and His Holy Spirit, the ‘ 
Divine Paraclete, to radiate the burning rays of Divine Love from this 
Sanctuary to the ends of the earth, so that all men may come to know 
and to love Him who dwells with us so lovingly and condescendingly 


in the Holy Eucharist. 
; et et ° ae ° el 


Spiritual Vitamin for December 
tele 
O most sweet Lord Jesus Christ, who, becoming a little child 
for love of us, didst will to be born in a cave to free us from the 
darkness of sin, draw us to Thyself and set us on fire with Thy holy 


love! 
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* Little Lovers’ League 


— 

EAR after year the Christmas season brings to our minds the 

wondrous story of the Child in the manger, the shepherds on 

the Judean hills, the heavenly song of the angels, “Glory to 

God in the highest,” and the message that Jesus has come down from 
heaven to fill our souls with His graces. __ 

May our dear Little Lovers each receive his or her full share of 
these graces and all those other graces and blessings they long for on 
this blessed Christmas Day when they approach the holy altar to wel- 
come Jesus into their hearts by Holy Communion. 

Advent is with us now, and it is the time during which we must 
prepare our hearts so they will be ready to receive the graces Jesus 
will bring us. Fervently, prayerfully and earnestly, we must strive to 
overcome our faults and bring little sacrifices for love of Jesus. Some- 
times we must visit Him in the Blessed Sacrament and very often we 
must beg Him to come to us at Christmas with His blessings. 


Laddie’s Christmas 


Le was only five, but he was a fine, chubby boy with wide- 
awake blue eyes and golden curls clustering round his head. He 
had never known hunger, or sorrow, for his grandmother had brought 
him up most tenderly. Poor Granny was all bent with age. Yet her eyes 
were so sweet and kind that Laddie felt happy when she looked at 
him. Granny was very poor, but the child was never made to feel it. 
To him their tumble-down cottage was a most lovesome place. He had 
plenty of goat’s milk to drink. He feasted on the potatoes Granny 
grew in her garden, and he enjoyed the eggs their old yellow hen laid 
even in the winter months. 

The cottage was in the country, quite far from the nearest village. 
The old woman would have taken her grandson there sometimes to the 
church, but she was too rheumatic to walk and the distance was too 
far for Laddie’s little legs. But sometimes she would make wonderful 
plans, saying to Laddie: ‘“‘Some fine day, Laddie, I must take you to 
see Jesus. We will go when the winter is over and the days get long.” 
Poor Granny, she seemed to forget that there is no fine day when one’s 
eightieth birthday is over! But just the same, Laddie knew a lot about 
God, Our Blessed Lady and the angels. He loved to hear about heaven 
and often wished he could go there and see what it was like. Every 
morning and night he would kneel down and make the Sign of the 
Cross, and lisp his childish prayers, asking God to bless Granny and 
Laddie, the goat and the yellow hen, and all the vegetables in the 
garden. Then Granny would take down the wooden statue of Our Lady 
from the chimney piece and Laddie would kiss it devoutly. 
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In winter Laddie and Granny went every day into the fprest to 
pick up firewood. Granny would pant and puff under her burden, 
but Laddie thought it all fine fun, for Granny tied a eord round his 
bundle and he pulled his load as if it were a carriage and he a prancing 
horse. But one day Granny began to cough and had trouble breathing. 
She was too tired to look for wood. Next day and the day after she 
was no- better — perhaps even worse — for her face was flushed and 
she shivered as she sat beside the fire. Laddie felt frightened as he 
looked at her, doubled up with pain in her armchair. 

But one thing comforted him; it was Christmas eve. Granny had 
told him about it on Sunday and he had counted the days on his fingers. 
Little Jesus would be born that night. He wouldn’t forget Laddie. 
He never did. Oh, if only He would bring some chewing gum as He 
did last Christmas! that would be sure to cure Granny. Laddie clung 
to her, and she tried to smooth his curls with her stiff, cold hand. Then 
making a great effort, she murmured: “‘Go and fetch Cathie.’’ Cathie 
was a kind lady who lived in the village. She took in washing and 
looked after sick people. Laddie knew that. ‘‘Yes,’’ repeated Granny, 
“go and fetch Cathie.” 

Laddie looked at her with wondering eyes. Granny must have 
forgotten how far it was to the village and that he had never been 
there in his life. Besides, it was getting dark. But he must be a 
man, he decided, and standing sturdily erect, he said: ‘Yes, Granny, 
I’m going.”’ He put on his little overcoat — he never wore a cap — 
and started for the door, but on the threshold he stopped. The village 
was such a long way off, and perhaps he would not be back before Little 
Jesus came. And if Jesus found the hearth empty and no shoes and 
stockings there, He would not know where to put the presents, and then 
perhaps He would take them away again. How dreadful that would be! 
So Laddie pulled off his shoes and stockings and put them on the 
chimney seat, then ran quickly out of the cottage and down the road. 

Night was falling. Laddie could hardly see before him. The 
stones hurt his bare feet and it was bitterly cold. He ran fast to keep 
warm. At last he saw the village lights. He had no idea where Cathie 
lived, but of course, anyone would know. So he knocked at the door 
of the first house he came to. No one answered. He tried several other 
doors with the same result. A big sob suddenly choked him. Then all 
at once a woman opened the door of a large house and came out. 
“‘Please, where is Cathie,’’ asked the child. But the woman didn’t hear. 
Then he noticed that she had left the door ajar. He pushed it open and 
found himself in a dark passage, at the end of which he saw a bright 
light and heard sounds of music and merry laughter. 

Laddie hastened along, and without knocking, walked straight into 
the room where the fun was going on. He stopped, dazzled by the 
brilliant lights and amazed by the gay decorations of holly and flowers 
and the beautiful Christmas tree. But what fascinated him most was 
the crowd of children whirling round and round like autumn leaves. 
A lady was seated at the piano, playing for them. A gentleman sat in 
an armchair in the corner. No one noticed Laddie, so he went softly 
to the fireplace, and as he felt frightened, he joined his hands as if he 
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were going to say his prayers. Hoar frost had gathered on his coat and 
hair as he ran along and now sparkled like diamonds as he stood in 
the firelight. Suddenly the children caught sight of him, and all ex- 
claimed: “It’s Baby Jesus! — Look, there’s Baby Jesus!” 


+% 
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Little Lovers at the Crib 


The lady stopped playing the piano; the gentleman stood up and 
looked at Laddie. Poor Laddie, he felt very shy, but he managed to 
say quite calmly: “I can’t find Cathie.””’ The charm was broken. It 
wasn’t Baby Jesus after all. ‘‘Where do you come from, my little 
man?’”’ Mr. Morten asked. “From near the forest,’’ the child replied. 
“Granny’s sick and wants Cathie, but I don’t know where to find her,’” 
and big tears came into his blue eyes. 
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‘“‘Where are your shoes and stockings,’”’ the kind man asked again. 
“I left them on the chimney seat at home so Baby Jesus could find them 
when He came.” “But you will catch cold, poor darling,’’ said Mrs. 
Morten. Laddie shook his head. ‘No, I’m not sick. It’s Granny. I 
must find Cathie to go and help her.” 

“She lives over the grocer’s shop,’’ spoke up one of the children. 
“I will go and fetch her and take her and this little boy back in my 
car,’”’ said Mr. Morten and hurried away, while Laddie fell asleep in 
Mrs. Morten’s arms, 

When he awoke the next morning he found himself in bed. Granny 
was in bed, too, but she was smiling and seemed quite herself 
again. Cathie was moving to,and fro in the room. Laddie jumped 
up and ran to the chimney seat. What a sight met his eyes!’ Not only 
were his shoes and stockings filled, but the seat itself was covered with 
toys, presents, apples and candy, such as he had never dreamed of. 
And among them he found a queer roll of papers for which he couldn't 
figure out any use. He was just going to throw them into the fire when 
he thought it might be better to show them to Granny first. When she 
saw them, she wept for joy, and Cathie told him they were bank notes 
that would buy food and wood for the whole winter. Laddie felt very 
happy. He hugged Granny, saying: ‘‘Come, let us thank Little Jesus 
for being so good to us on His Birthday.”’ 


Practice: Make a soft little bed in your heart for Jesus. Every 
little sacrifice will be a feather for His bed, and every little prayer a 
thread for His coverlet. To help you, we shall tell you how one little 
boy found his feathers and his threads. When one of his little com- 
panions threw a snowball at him, this Little Lover was just going to 
throw a piece of ice back when he heard a little voice within him 
whisper: “Don’t throw it. Make this a*feather for the Baby Jesus!” 
And he did. A little later his mother gave him a piece of candy, and 
he slipped it into his little brother’s hand. When asked to carry a 
package to a neighbor and run on errands to the store, he did it so 
willingly that his mother gave him a nickel. Then he put the nickel 
in the mission mite box. How quickly his pile of feathers grew. Each 
morning and night he added a Hail Mary and an Our Father to his 
prayers, and whenever he passed a picture or statue of our Blessed 
Mother holding the Baby Jesus, he would greet Our Lady, ‘‘Hail Mary, 
full of grace!”” and whisper to the Baby Jesus, “Infant Jesus, come to 
me!”” When the.Holy Night came, this Little Lover was so happy that 
his heart felt as if it would burst with joy, for he had prepared a 
beautiful resting place for Jesus in his soul. 


Aspiration: Infant Jesus, come to me! 
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You Will Welcome Our New Booklet:— 
Gems from the Liturgy for the Feasts of Our Lord 





(PART I — ADVENT to PENTECOST) -— A little treasury of liturgical prayers 
and sacred Scripture texts, intended to deepen the interior life and draw the 
soul nearer to Our Lord Jesus Christ in faith and love through the mysteries 
of His Divine life, which the Church commemorates in her cycle of feasts. 
As every mystery has its own spirit and character, and each brings special 
graces and produces different effects in the soul, it is necessary, for one who 
wishes to share in the grace and receive the spirit of the mystery, to prepare 
himself beforehand for the proper celebration of the feast. 

To assist the faithful to such a fervent celebration of the various feasts 
of Our Lord is the purpose of this booklet. Send for a copy and begin now 
with the season of Advent to enter into the mystery of the Incarnation in 
preparation for Christmas. 96 pages. Hach 15¢ 


Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus — is a favorite booklet 
for the Christmas season, 


and it would be difficult to find more beautiful and charming prayers in 
honor of the Divine Child than those it ‘contains. They are the fervent out- 
pouring of a simple, loving soul, enkindling in the heart a burning love for 
the holy Infant. Besides the many loving aspirations and invocations in 
honor of the mysteries of Christmastide, it contains a special preparatory 
novena, the litany of the Infant Jesus and the proper parts of the Christmas 
Mass at dawn. 64 pages. 10¢ 


Devotion to the Infant Jesus of Prague — is another favorite book- 
let in honor of the Divine 


Infant. It traces the origin and development of devotion to the Infant 
Jesus of Prague, recounts many outstanding fdvors obtained through honor- 
ing Him, and offers a wide selection of prayers. 64 pages. 10¢ 
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For ONE and ALL! 
POLES 
Benedictine Booklets 


A COMPLETE SET of 73 delightful and inspiring booklets 
valued at $7.30. 
Special Bargain Price of $5.25 
Please add 25¢ for postage. 





A complete list ef titles and individual prices gladly furnished 
on request. 
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A GIFT SUBSCRIPTION is more than one gift! Every month 
Tabernacle and Purgatory will delight your friends and be a reminder 
of your friendship the whole year through! 


Subscription Rates 








United States and Possessions: $1.00 per year; $2.00 for 3 years. 
Canada and Foreign Countries: $1.25 per year; $2.50 for 3 years. 


The December number will be sent in a holiday wrapper to reach its 
destination just before Christmas and an attractive greeting card enclosed 
will bear the giver’s name. Don’t wait, but send subscriptions now to: 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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